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To bow at bidding; therefore with free soul
For a long time I take farewell and go,
Commending -you to God j and if as seems
I was or nought or grievous in your'eye,
It shall not take offence this many a day
At this that here offends it.    So I have done ;
Enough said is said well.

Bothwell (aside to the Queen).         I never saw
Such heart yet in the fool.    Madam, speak now;
I wot he hath made a beard or two of them
Nod favourably.

Queen.               What should I say? not I.

BothwelL   Speak to the ambassador; bid him take

heed

This feather fly not shipward, and be blown
Out of our hand; speak to him.

Queen.          .                            Have no such fear;

He will not fly past arm's length ; the French lord
Will hold him safe unbidden.    Look, they talk.

BothwelL   And yet I would he had spoken not so

high.

I did not think but he would bend, and mourn
Like a boy beaten.

Queen.                   With what sorrow of heart,

My lords, we have heard such strange and harsh reply
To our good words and meaning, none of you
But must be as*ourself to know it well.
But since nor kindliness nor humble speech.
Nor honest heart of love can so prevail
Against the soul of su h inveteracy,